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| am a mortal, but am | human? 


Author's Notes: 
This is purely fiction, | don't know or own any of the people/bands/labels. No disrespect is meant towards any 


of the mentioned living (or Dead :P) personas. 
PS | have no idea how to move this shiet into the "Disclaimer" box, sorry. 


P52 | read Necrobutcher's new book (The Death Archives) and | recommend it to everyone. That's where | got 
all that stuff about the tea drinking and the books from-it's not made up. :D 


| woke up just to see that | was all alone in the room. | sat on the bed feeling very sick, obviously with a 
hangover. | hopelessly searched for water anywhere around me, as | felt extremely dehydrated. | looked at the 


desk and something else caught my attention 


It was a very sharp knife at the very end of the desk. | stood up to take a look at it. It had a red stain on its 
end. It was a dried blood stain. The knife was placed right near a note that said "Whoever doesn't believe in life 


after death is a fool". 


| felt like a creep for going through his stuff, but this was the perfect opportunity to look inside this 
mysterious creature's soul. | opened the first drawer of his desk. Books. Many, many books. Transylvania, 
vampires, eastern Europian history and many others. 


The second drawer. Comic books. Dracula, The Phantom, etc. Nothing new up until now. 


Third drawer. Boxes of tea? Yes, a lot of tea By now you would say that this guy is a nerd that spends all of 


his time drinking tea and reading books. 

The last drawer. Knives, drawings.. a lot of knives, for that matter. The drawings included the Bathory logo, 
some pentagrams.. and at the end of the drawer - | was stunned when | saw a skeleton. It was a bird's 
skeleton. Either he lied to me about throwing that bird out, or what he told me about was not his first time 
keeping dead animals in his house. 

The door opened and | quickly closed the drawer. 

"What are you doing?", Dead walked in and closed the door behind him. 

"I was looking for water..", was the first idiotic thing that came to my head. 


"In my drawers?" 


| decided that it was better for me to shut up. Dead didn't say anything else either. He walked in, carrying a 


cup of water and a cup of coffee. Its like he read my mind 

| drank the whole cup of water in one gulp. 

| sat at the bed again, locking a bit guilty and he sat next to me. | barely had any memory from most of 
yesterday's events, but one thing | remembered was how awkward it was to sleep next to him. | knew that 
nothing had happened, but | still felt very weird, and now even more from what had just happened 

"So, what's up with the drawer thing?", he asked, again as if he read my mind. 

mn sorry" 

"No, don't apologize. Im not judgding you. I'm just interested in what you were trying to find tere." 

"Well. Any kind of answers, really" 


"Answers for what?" 


"What kind of person you are" 


"What? And you can't just ask me?!" 

| felt even more guilty and | didn't know what else to say. Yes, what | had done was absolutely stupid and 
reckless, but I've never been drawn to a person that much. Really, | would normally never look through 
somebody's personal things without permission. But this guy was just something new. He was obviously not at 
all sane, and | wasn't that much of a normal person myself. | just wanted to get to know him better. 


"Well, you always give me indirect answers to everything. It's like you don't want me to get to know you" 


"You don't really need to get to know me. If you do, you probably won't want to communicate with me 


anymore" 
"Why do you think that?" 
"| know it" 


He obviously had no idea that | felt fascinated by everything that he had ever told me about himself. 


Everything | found out about him made me like his personality even more. 
"Truth is, | saw that knife over there with the blood on it. And | wanted to know more. That's it", | confessed. 


He rolled his sleeves up. | saw severe cuts on both of his hands. | had seen him cut himself once on stage, but 


| didn't know that it was that intense and that it obviously happened quite a lot. 

"| haven't killed anyone if that's what you thought", he told me. 

"No, | didn't think that. | didnt know what to think, actually’ 

This whole situation reminded me of one of a heroin junkie. 

"Anything else you want to know?" 

| felt like an annoying interviewer of some sort. Yes, maybe | did ask a lot of questions. But really, my whole 
existence was so boring and grey and | had pretty much lost interest in almost everything in life. He was 
something that made me feel whole again, although he obviously didn't feel me as close as | felt him. But why 
would he? | really couldn't keep all of this inside of me anymore, though. 


"Per... | really like you. And there is nothing that you could tell me that would make me like you any less" 


Yeah, | spat it out. No reaction, though. He stayed silent and stared at the floor for a while. Then someone 
knocked on the door. 


"Yes?", | called. 

It was Varg. 

"Hey, guys. Sorry if I'm interrupting anything, but Fenriz is gone and | was wondering if you had any idea where 
he is" 

"Nope. Not a clue" 

"Uhm, ok then.. Well, we're having breakfast, so you can join us, if you'd like to" 


"Sure, in a moment" 


Varg went out and closed the door. | wondered if Fenriz was okay? | hoped he hadn't done anything stupid, 


especially if it was because of me. 

| looked at Dead. Obviously | wasn't getting any answer, so | went up and went towards the door. 
"Stay" 

"What?" 

"Stay here, please" 


| looked back at him and he was still in the same position. | could tell no emotion from his voice or expression 


whatsoever. | came back to him and sat next to him. 
"You shouldn't waste your time on me", he said. 
"Why not?" 


"Because | am not a human being. | am not meant to be in this world. | am not meant to experience intense 


human emotions. | will disappoint you" 


That was either the weirdest way that a guy could turn you down, or he actually believed what he was saying 


and was really worried about that. 


My only friend 


Author's Notes: 
This is purely fiction, | don't know or own any of the people/bands/labels. No disrespect is meant towards any 


of the mentioned living (or Dead) personas. 


Next thing | knew | was running dramatically across the streets of Oslo. My goal was to find Fenriz, obviously, 
but | hadn't a slightest idea where he could've been | checked at the shop, but it was closed. The guys were 
obviously still recovering from their massive hangover. 


And then it hit me. 


| ran to the building of my university preparation courses, even though there were no art classes today. But | 


knew what class was definitely there today. 

| rushed into the room, without even bothering to knock on the door. Everyone looked at me with confused 
faces, some even looked almost terrified. Only then | realized that my make up was probably smudged from 
the tears and | looked awful. 

"Err. Hi. Sorry for interrupting" 

My eyes quickly looked through the whole room and luckily, | saw the one | was looking for. 


He looked even more shocked to see me than anyone else in there. 


"Do | know you, miss?", the teacher then asked me. He was an old man, with grey hair, dressed in an official 


suit. Nothing that surprising about someone who was teaching a politics class. 
"No, I'm sorry. | think | got the wrong room", | said very quickly and went outside. 


| sat next to the door and waited for the class to end Moments later, a long-haired dude flied out of the 


room, almost hitting me with the door. 
"What are you doing here, Noora? What happened to you?" 


"Well, you were gone and we were worried so.. | thought of the place that | could find you. Is everything is 


fine?" 


"With me - yes, but you don't seem fine. What happened?" 


"Well." 
"Did Dead do something to you?!?" 
"Well, actually, the thing is.. that he DIDN'T do anything." 


Fenriz sighed, making an angry kind of smirk. To be honest, | felt as if what | told him made him feel a bit 
better, even though | also felt like this was a sign of jealousy. 


"Lets go grab a coffee", he suddenly said. 

"No, wait, I'm sorry | went in like that in the middle of your class. You should go and." 

"The class was almost over. Also, as | have told you before, | don't agree with these dudes’ opinions on almost 
anything. | just came to relax. Politics of any kind are my chill place. But | guess you already figured that out 


by yourself", he smiled at me. 


| smiled back at him. This is exactly what | needed. | wanted to talk to someone and get away from any 


depressive thoughts that could have occured. 


| tried to fix my face up a bit in the reflection of the window, the same window that | was once looking from 
to see if Dead had arrived. Everything reminded me of him and | knew | was basically going nuts. | tried to get 
away from those kind of thoughts. | came to Norway to change my life for the better, not make it worse. 


Lost Hope 


Author's Notes: 
This is purely fiction, | don't know or own any of the people/bands/labels. No disrespect is meant towards any 


of the mentioned living (or Dead) personas. 


Fenriz was gone. There was literally no sign of him anywhere and we all had breakfast without him. The weird 
thing was that | seemed to be the only person worried about him. Whenever | tried to renew the subject they 
all told me that Fenriz was old enough to care for himself and know what he was doing. Yeah, but what if | was 
the problem? Maybe he did something stupid because of yesterday's events, who knew? 

That wasn't the only thing bothering me. After my little conversation with Dead | couldn't even look him in the 
eyes. He knew everything now and obviously didn't feel the same way about me, which was slowly breaking my 


whole existence into pieces. 


We had breakfast silently. Each one of us seemed lost in their own thoughts and we all suffered from a bad 


hangover. 
Varg obviously noticed that there was some tension going on between me and Dead. 
"You guys broke up or something?" 


He reminded me a lot of Euronymous. Tactless, indiscreet, mocking everything, not even thinking before saying 


something. But it was definitely better to talk to him than to Euronymous. 

"We were never together", | simply answered 

"That's weird. It didn't seem like that 

| shrugged | didn't even bother to look at Dead to see his reaction, but he didn't say anything 

"Dead, you're missing out", Varg then added 

"Please mind your business", Dead answered calmly. He had that talent to stay extremely calm in some 
situations where he could've easily triggered someone and started a fight. | felt like he could swear and curse 


at someone and still sound polite. 


| decided that | should leave now. It was getting awkward for me to stay there. They had a guest, | had stayed 
for the night already and | thought that it was best for me to go home. 


‘lm going now, guys. Thanks for the evening, it was fun" 


All of them except for Dead waved to me and | turned around and left. | went out and closed the door behind 
me. | felt really hurt by the fact that he didn't even wish goodbye to me.. EVEN freakin’ Euronymous slightly 
waved to me. 

Was | that awful of a person? | guess | should had never told him that | had feelings for him, because 
apparently it had ruined our friendship. 


"You could've at least waited for me" 
| turned around when | heard those words and | saw Dead running towards me with only his right shoe on. He 
then stopped and put his left one on as well and tied it, breathing very heavily. He wasn't a sporty type of guy 


at all it seems. 


"You're not going all the way home by yourself", he then said. 


Our walk to my place was pretty silent and we barely exchanged any words. We talked a bit about where 
Fenriz might have gone and about some funny events that happened last night. But that was about it. 


When we reached my apartment door, | was unlocking it as slowly as | could, just so | could spend another few 


seconds with him. 


Then | finally turned around. 


"Well, thank you for walking me home", | said. 


He didn't answer. He just looked in my eyes and that felt like he was staring right inside my soul. He didn’t do 
that staring thing a lot and | knew that it meant something.. 


A few seconds later, | almost jumped at him and | kissed him. | didn't know where | got that sudden wave of 
confidence and lust from, but | wanted to feel that he was mine for just a minute. "I might never see him 
again anyway, so what the hell", | thought. 

Surprisingly enough, he kissed me back and led me inside my own apartment. | closed the door with my foot 
and he pushed me against the door. | started taking his jacket off, without taking my lips off of his. | had never 
to this day felt that kind of emotion before. | thought that my heart was going to explode. 

Then he stopped and backed away a bit. 


"What's wrong?", | asked. 


"Look, | don't want to just have sex with you. You're a cool girl and that would be fucked up." 


"For me it would not be just sex. Would it mean just that to you?" 
He stayed silent for a couple of moments, this time he didn't even want to look me in the eyes. 
"I'm sorry", was the only thing he said. 


| didn't know how to react. Yeah, | initiated him, but he could have just thrown me off from the beginning. Oh, 
who was | kidding. | was the obsessed chick that was giving him a hard time. Well, | was not getting anything 


else hard, obviously. 


| told him to leave. And so he did. There was no point in any of this shit anymore. | was just so delusional that 
anything at all could happen between us. | started crying and | looked in the nearby mirror. What was so wrong 
with me? | wasn't that ugly. Sure, | was a bit thin for my height maybe, but eh, nothing that shocking. My 
face was also okay. | did take care of myself and | got some of my self-confidence back in the last couple of 
months, in contrast to how | felt about myself before moving to Norway. And look at me now? A guy just 
turned down a sex offer from me. Was it because of how | acted? Was | that clingy and annoying? | don't think 
that | put him into that many awkward situations, did 1? Eh, whatever. 


| couldn't be alone now. The worst thing that could happen is if | let myself get into my anxiety and depression 
state again. | needed some help. Someone to talk to. But | didn't have any friends here. Who was the only person 


who cared about me? 


Weirdo 


Author's Notes: 
This is purely fiction, | don't know or own any of the people/bands/labels. No disrespect is meant towards any 


of the mentioned living (or dead) personas. 


Oslo was a beautiful city, especially in the November evenings. Everything was covered in snow, the lights of 
the city were shining bright and the streets were empty like never before. Winter is indeed a bit melancholic, 
but quite a beautiful season 


In a small building in the central part of the city, the teacher of an arts course was staring at the view 
outside of the window, while her class was working on the assignment she had given them. Everyone was quiet. 
The only thing interrupting the dead silence was the small radio on the desk, which was playing "Let the good 
times roll" from "Legends of Rock'n'Roll." 


"Look, she's drawing creepy stuff again’, whispered one of the girls of the class to her desk-mate. 


She was referring to the girl that was sitting alone in front of them. That girl was extremely skinny, had red 
hair that she put into a messy bun and a raven tattoo on the back of her neck. She was wearing a huge, 
oversized hoodie with the Venom logo on it, black jeans and black combat boots. She was really quiet and 
introverted and always had earphones on. She had moved recently from Iceland, right after turning 18, with the 
full intention of escaping from her problems and starting a new life in an entirely new place. She was taking 
preparatory arts classes because she wanted to attend a university in Norway as soon as possible. The place 
seemed to offer all kinds of preparatory courses, including arts, psychology, politics. She chose arts because 


she liked to draw, it was her escape. 


Whenever the teacher gave them an assignment, she would always scribble dark and gothic versions of them 
and her classmates seemed to be very weirded out by that. Other than that she was fascinated with urban 


legends and tales, especially eastern european ones. Her interests inspired her style and her artwork. 


"What a fucking psycho", her two classmates continued observing her drawing. 
This time their assignment was to draw a place they'd like to visit. While her classmates were drawing 
palmtrees in Hawaii, she drew a tall, dark castle with a lot of ravens on each one of its windows. It was 


incredibly well drawn, but could give you the chills. 


It was almost the end of the class. The teacher went to look at what her students had drawn and when she 
stopped by the redhead's desk she made a very confused face. The two girls sitting behind her started giggling, 


expecting the teacher's reaction 


"That's pretty good, Noora", the teacher said. She wasn't lying or being sarcastic, because she was pretty 


much used to her drawings by now and she was trying to see them through a more open-minded point of 


view, accepting that every artist had their own perception of things. 


But everyone, including the teacher, thought that she was quite a weirdo and even found her repulsing in some 
way. She didn't have anybody to talk to, not from her arts class, not from anyone else in the building, not 
from the whole city. 


Soon enough, the class ended. Noora picked her bag up and went towards the door, expecting this to be just like 
every other ordinary day that she would spend alone after going back home. 


As she was walking down the staircase, she suddenly heard someone shout: 

"Hey there, wait!" 

Noora turned around. Some boy had caught up to her. He had long black hair, which was looking a bit greasy, a 
leather jacket and a shirt, that had "Darkthrone" written on it. She had only heard of that band, but she hadn't 


seen the guy before, probably because he goes to one of the other preparatory courses and they don't share 


a class. She definitely would have remembered him. 
"Hey?", she answered, raising one of her eyebrows. 


‘Sorry, that's a bit random, but | saw your hoodie and | was wondering if you want to come to this gig 
tomorrow night" - he gave a hand-drawn flyer to her, "My friends’ band is playing.’ 


She looked at the improvised flyer that the stranger gave to her. It had a scribbled graveyard on it and 
something that looked like a castle in the distance. The drawing looked so much like her own It looked so simple, 
yet so meaningful. She studied every detail of it carefully. 


"Mayhem" it said. Tomorrow, at 10, at a local bar. 

"So?", the guy impatiently asked. 

"Never heard of them", the redhead exclaimed. 

She wasn't sure whether to accept the stranger's invite, as she was not much of a party-goer, mainly 
because she had no one to go anywhere with. But why not? Somebody was actually talking to her for once. 
"They're growing as a name. You should come check them out. My buddy, the guitarist, recently opened a local 
record shop.", the guy seemed to be quite a talker, "and | came to Oslo for about a month to help him with it 
as much as | can. He helps me too, by promoting my band back in Kolbotn" 


"Your band?", Noora asked, briefly looking away from the drawing on the flyer that she was so fascinated with. 


He proudly pointed at his Tshirt. 


Oh... ve actually heard somewhat of you guys", she said, "but not much" 

"Really??", the guy seemed excited, "That's great. So, what do you study here?" 

"Arts", she briefly answered. "You?" 

"Well, l'm heavily interested in politics and | decided to see what this course thing is all about while l'm still 
here in Oslo", the guy said, "But I'm most likely not signing up. Most of the class doesn't share my views. Also | 
don't have much time for anything else because of the shop. But | figured | might as well give out some flyers 
to people. You were the only one that looked like they would be interested’ 

"That's nice, | guess", she was barely listening to his speech, still hypnotized by the drawing on the flyer. 

"In fact, wanna come with me to the record shop right now?? We can hang out a bit", the guy suggested. 

She wasn't sure. Everything happened so suddenly. She had just met this random dude and already had plans 
for the rest of the weekend. But, heck, why not? Its not like she had any other things to do anyway. And she 
would gladly meet people who are more like her.. 


"Well. eh, sure.", she agreed. 


Her companion smiled: 


Im Gylve, by the way, but you can call me Fenriz" 


"Noora." 


One-sided admiration 


Author's Notes: 
This is purely fiction, | don't know or own any of the people/bands/labels. No disrespect is meant towards any 
of the mentioned living (or Dead :P) personas. 


PS | feel like switching to the POV of my made up character, at least for now. It kind of feels better writing 
from the POV of someone who is inside of the story and is observing the situation of the band and can 


actually express their thoughts, emotions and melodramatic opinions on the things that are going on. :D 


Noora's POV 


The record shop seemed quite nice, even though it was far from ready to be opened. They needed to renovate 
the place a bit and rearrange a few more things, but it seemed like they were working hard on it. 
Me and Fenriz walked inside and closed the door behind ourselves. 


"Who the Hell's that?", the guy at the counter desk didn't seem to be very friendly. He was short, had black 


hair and a moustache. 


Fenriz ignored the angry remark and started showing me around. He told me to feel welcome and take a seat 
wherever | wanted. | unzipped my jacket, but | didn't take it off, because it was too cold even inside and | put 


my folder with drawings by the counter desk. 

"Noora, this is Øystein, also known as Euronymous. That's his stage name. He is the guitarist | told you about, 

he owns the shop. Those guys over there are Jørn - Necrobutcher and Jan Axel - Hellhammer", he pointed at 
the chairs in the other part of the room, where two guys in black leather jackets were vividly discussing how 
they should start reherasing. They looked at us and waved, 

"And the weird guy over there is Dead, their vocalist" the last guy didn't even bother to look at us. He was 


blonde, really tall and almost anorexic looking. He was standing near a table and looking through some papers. 


"Fenriz, didn't | ask you to stop bringing people to the shop until it's opened? Stop acting like a tour guide.", 
Euronymous seemed to not be happy about the sudden visit at all. 


Fenriz sighed and didn't say anything. 
"Whatever", Euronymous continued, "Did you give out the flyers?" 
"Only to her," Fenriz said, "No one else was interested. But | figured she might bring some of her friends, too" 


| didn't even know what | was doing there. They were talking about me as if | wasn't even there and my 


presence was most obviously not wanted, there was nothing to look at in that record shop as it was not even 
opened yet and the other guys didn't even seem to be interested in talking to me. Oh, and the guy obviously 
only called me so he could promote their band. 

But what friends was he referring to? Those people were the only ones | have properly socialized with for 


months. 


"Why can't any of you ever do anything right?", Euronymous angrily said and then turned to the blonde guy, 
"Dead, you don't need to draw anymore flyers. It seems like they're too ugly to grab people's attention But 
who cares, we don't need stinking posers and normal people there anyways. It would have been fun to scare 


them away, though." 
So that was the artist behind the flyers! 


Dead didn't answer anything, he didn't even look his way, he simply threw the papers on the nearby table and 
sat on the chair next to it. 

| felt the sudden urge to take a look at them. | didn't know why. As Euronymous and Fenriz continued arguing 
and the other two guys were lost in their own conversation, | went closer to the table. 


"Err. Hi", it was so unlike me to start a conversation. 
Dead looked up for the first time since | had arrived. He had very deep, bright eyes. 
He just nodded, but didn't respond, looking back at the papers that he had just thrown on the table. 


"Um," | gulped and continued, "I saw the drawing on the flyer. | loved it, | love that kind of theme.. | love 
Transylvania.. east european legends" 
He looked up once again, this time it seems | had caught his interest. He looked at me from head to toe, his 


eyes stopped on my Venom hoodie and made an almost angry face. 

"Fenriz," he said, "How much of my biography have you exposed to this poser girl?" 

| froze. | didn't expect that kind of attitude.. Poser? Why? Because we apparently had something in common? Or 
is Venom a poser band in his eyes? | wouldn't imagine. | was probably "just pretending" to be into Venom. But 
who did he think he was? | hadn't even heard of him before and he apparently thinks of me as of some 
annoying fangirl. Is it that hard to believe that | actually REALLY had enjoyed his art? 


"Fenriz, l'm leaving", | exclaimed. | had had enough. Apparently socializing was not at all my thing. | left for the 


door. 
The guys didn't stop me. Yeah, | was obviously called there just to promote their stupid concert tomorrow. 


| walked really fast, almost running home and was almost there, unlocking my apartment door, when | realized 


that in the hurry | forgot my folder with drawings at the store, by the counter desk.. 


What now? It was too late to go back.. Apparently | had to go there tomorrow and get my stuff back, as 


much as | didn't want to. 
| sighed. 


| spent the whole night thinking about what had happened. For once in a very, very long time | managed to 
admire somebody's work, | actually found fascination in someone's art and he had turned me down without 
even knowing me. 


| didn't want to see him ever again. 


Living corpse 
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| woke up. | went to the kitchen of my small apartment and opened the fridge. | usually didn't eat much. Not 
only because | couldn't afford much food, but because | didn't really want to.. 


| made myself some coffee and scrambled eggs and sat at the kitchen table. 


One coffee wasn't enough. | barely had any sleep that night, thinking about the events from the evening. | 
usually couldn't care less what people talk or think of me, as it wasn't uncommon for people to glance at me or 
talk about how weird | dress, or even how weird my drawings are, but somehow | felt severely offended by 


that guy's remark 


| told myself that | shouldn't care. | was going to go the shop, take my stuff back and never see those guys 


again. 


| got up and started to get dressed. | put on my Celtic Frost hoodie, which was even more oversized than the 
Venom one, jeans and combat boots. Then | put my hair in a bun without even bothering to brush it. 

| looked in the mirror. Meh. Maybe | should do something to my face? What if he'd like me better with make 
up on? 

| shook my head. 

Why would | even care what he would think? 


| left. The walk to the shop seemed much longer than yesterday. When | got there, | stood by the door, 
overthinking everything. Then | took a deep breath and pulled, just to find the door was closed. 


"Crap", | thought to myself. Now what? 


| looked through the window. From what | could see, there was nobody there and my folder was nowhere to be 


seen, either. 


| didn't know if they would show up there at all that day.. so there was only one place that | would surely find 
them. 


| took out the flyer that Fenriz had given to me yesterday.. 


So there | was. At a gig, alone, but surrounded by so many people. | didn't even want to stay there for the 
show, | just wanted to take my drawings back and leave. But there was no way for me to get to the backstage 
and the show was about to start. For a moment | even considered leaving the whole thing and forgetting about 


the drawings. 


And then he came out on stage. The moment | saw him | understood why they called him ‘Dead’... because he 
looked like a walking corpse on stage. He had painted his face, but nothing like KISS or Alice Cooper would do it, 
for instance. It made him look more evil than cool. Euronymous also had corpse paint on, but it didn't suit him 


as much. He didn't stand out that much like Dead did. 
| actually wanted to stay. | was fascinated by their performance. It was something that | hadn't seen before. 


"When it's cold 
And when it's dark 


The freezing moon can obsess you." 


His vocals were absolutely incredible.. 
| came closer to the stage. Moshing was apparently banned at Mayhem concerts, so it wasn't that much of a 


chaos in the crowd. 


And then, the unthinkable happened. Dead took out a piece of glass and stabbed his hand with it. Blood dripped 


all over the stage and the audience. 


Many people left in disgust. The place was almost empty. But | stayed. | was absolutely fascinated by his 


performance in every single way imaginable. 
And then, | saw that he noticed me. | was sure that he was staring right at me. Then he grinned, and | wasn't 
completely sure whether it was an evil grin as part of the performance, or | had just proven to him that | 


was not ‘one of the posers’. 


It was their last song. And Dead sang with his last breath, until he actually fainted.. 


The thief 
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Someone was calling the ambulance. The remaining people of the audience stayed there to see what was going 


to happen and if the singer was going to be okay. 
| stayed too. | didn't know why | cared so much about what was happening, but | did. 


Dead had lost too much blood due to the intense cuts. Hellhammer and Necrobutcher dragged his unconscious 


body behind the stage. 


Suddenly Fenriz appeared right behind me, looking a bit pale, rushing to see if Dead was okay. He saw me and 


seemed very surprised that | was there.. then he said, "Come if you want". 
| didn't have to think twice. 


| went backstage with him. Dead was still unconscious and | felt my heart racing extremely fast, | was very 


scared for him, | havent felt that way ever in my whole life. 

They managed to wake him up and started patching him up. 

"This always happens", angrily said Euronymous, "all the time you cut yourself up and fucking faint" 
"| thought you liked it when he scared the posers", Hellhammer said 

"| do, but if he fucking kills himself, there will be no one to scare them" 


Dead saw me. He couldn't keep his eyes off me, but | had no idea what his expression meant. He didn't seem 


very happy though, but | suppose that's normal, as he had just been unconscious.. 


The ambulance came, but everything was alright by then. It was useless to go with them and he refused their 
help either way. 


| didn't know what to do. | didn't even know what | was doing there. | just stayed silently, observing the whole 
situation. 


Euronymous then turned to me, as if he had just noticed that | was there. 


"What do YOU want?", he said with a rough voice and pierced me with his eyes. 


And | suddenly remembered why | was there in the first place: 
"| forgot my drawings at the shop yesterday. 


"There was nothing in the shop", Euronymous sounded pretty certain 


"No, | am sure | left them there. | need them, so if you could please give them back to me, that would be 


great..." 
"There was nothing in the fucking shop" 


| was lost. There was no other place where they could've been! | remember leaving them there. What was he 


on about? Was he lying to me? Why the hell would he need my drawings? 
"Man, I'm absolutely sure that they are there, can you at least check?" 


"If there was anything in the shop that doesn't belong to me, | would've noticed’, he seemed to be getting 
pretty annoyed with me, "Stop stalking us, stupid fangirl" 


"Come on, let's be going’, Necrobutcher suggested. He seemed really tired and obviously didn't want to listen to 
us fighting. 


Him and Hellhammer were cleaning up the place and left to the main exit. Euronymous was discussing 


something with Fenriz and | didn't know how to bring up the subject again. They followed the other two out. 
Why would he not want to give me my drawings back? 


Well, whatever, | guess.. I'll just make new ones, then. It's better than to stay and interact with those people. | 
headed to the exit, lost in thoughts.. 


"Wait", | heard a voice behind me. 

| turned around. Dead was looking at me as he stood up.. 
"What", | asked. 

‘| have your drawings", he confessed. 

Well, that was something that | completely did not expect.. 


"Since the folder is transparent, | managed to see one of them.. the one with the castle, and | couldn't help my 


curiosity.", he explained. 


| had mixed feelings. | knew | should be angry at him for looking through my stuff without permission.. but | 
actually felt flattered. 


"Well.. that's fine. As long as you give them back to me", | said. 

| looked at him right in the eyes and | felt like | could read so much in them. When | first met him | thought 
that he was completely emotionless. Now | could see that he's just very shy. | felt like he could be a really 
nice guy, hiding behind his "brutal black metal" mask. 

"I. | Took them home", he said with a bit of an embarrased voice. 

That was a completely reckless act! Did he think that | was not going to come back for my stuff? 


"Why?", | asked. 


"They are so much like mine.. | wanted to study them more carefully’, he said, "Also, Euronymous would've 


probably thrown them out." 
We just stood there and looked at each other for a couple of seconds. 
"Well... | tried to tell you that | like the same kind of artwork yesterday. But you called me a poser", | said. 


‘lm sorry.. Its just that | got so used to all of those chicks that only try to hang out with us because of the 
trend. They don't even really like metal.” 


| tried to understand him. l'm sure that he meant it, | imagine being in a band, whether it is popular or not, 


does automatically include all of the annoying fangirls.. 
"Well.. that's fine. But I'll need my drawings back, please." 
"|. | can bring them to you tomorrow, wherever you want to." 


"Deal," | smiled at him, and amazingly enough, he smiled back and | instantly fell in love with his sincere, 
beautiful smile. 


Friends 


Author's Notes: 
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of the mentioned living (or Dead :P) personas. 


It was another cold, snowy morning, but | couldn't care less about the weather. | hadn't felt happier in a very 


long time. | jumped from my bed immediately, | didn't even need coffee. 


| looked in the mirror. | also hadn't felt the urge to actually try to look good, put make up on or anything like 
that in a while. But that day | wanted to look as good as | could. 


| put on my Bathory T-shirt, which wasn't oversized and you could actually tell a little bit that | had a female 
form under my clothes. | left my hair down and brushed it and then proceeded to put some black eyeliner and 
red lipstick on. Well, | felt like | looked like a goth chick for some reason, | wasn't really used to wearing make- 
up, but | liked myself. 

| had arts class. After that, Dead was going to wait for me outside of the building and give me my folder back. 


Nothing unusual happened in class. | heard the two girls behind me talk about the way | looked today, but it's 
not like it was anything new. | completely ignored them and waited for the class to end. 


And so it did. | quickly grabbed my things and left before everyone else, almost running towards the exit. 

| couldn't see him anywhere. Had he forgotten? Maybe he didn't want to come, maybe he had more important 
things to do.. 

| stood near the door and waited Maybe he was going to be a litle late? 


"Who you waiting for?" a female voice said. The two chicks from my class came to me. Those two were the 


last people in the world that | wanted to talk to. 
"A friend", | answered. 
"You have friends?", she said and the other one laughed. 


| sighed. How can you have so much negative emotions inside of you towards people you barely know? | didn't 


even bother answering. 


| saw him. He was walking really fast towards the building, holding my folder in his right hand. 


The girls saw me looking in his direction and turned around. They both made weirded out, a bit disgusted 
expressions and didn't stop looking at him. 


"Hey, sorry l'm late", Dead mumbled. His nose was red from the cold. He had a hat on and | found him looking 


really cute. 
"That's okay", | smiled. 


He acted like | was the only one there and stared at me with a bit of a confused face. Did he like how | looked? 


Or was it too much? 
"Here's your stuff", he gave me my folder back. 


One of the girls, probably annoyed by the lack of attention, turned to him, 
"Hey, I'm Katherine and thats Joanna. We're Noora's friends, tool", she said, emphasizing on the word "friends". | 


rolled my eyes. 
"Nice to meet you", Dead said, but he obviously wasn't all that interested, "lm Per." 
This was actually the first time | heard his real name. 


"Would you like to have a coffee with us, Per?", she offered with an obviously fake smile and instantly looked 


at me to see my reaction, but | tried to not show any signs of emotion. 


Dead froze and looked like he had no idea what to say. He probably thought that | brought my "friends" on 


purpose, so that we wouldn't be alone. 
"Um, no, thanks.. actually, | must be going now. | only came to give Noora her stuff back" 


Yeah, they had spoiled everything.. | couldn't just let him leave! 


"Ugh, won't the two of you go away already?", | exclaimed. 


Dead looked pretty confused by what was happening, while Katherine and Joanna burst out laughing. | guess it 
seemed quite obvious that | was interested in him, so they just talked to him so they would annoy me. 


"Well we should TOTALLY hang out some other time then’, Katherine continued. She opened her bag and took 
out a business card. She worked at a nearby cafe and the card had her name, number and the address of the 
cafe on it. 


"You can come any time you want.", she said. 
y Y 


Dead actually took the card, but didn't say anything. He looked totally confused by what was going on, but to 
me it seemed as if he felt kinda intrigued by the girl's attention. | was absolutely sure that she didn't like him 


and was doing all of this just to annoy me and it was pretty obvious by the look on her face when she saw 


him. | was certain that he was a "weirdo" in her eyes, but a slut like her would sleep with pretty much 
anybody if she could gain some kind of profit from it. Apparently making my life even more miserable was fun 
for her. 

The two chicks finally left. Me and Dead were finally left alone. 

If you wanted To hook me up with your friend, you could've just told me so | wouldn't come here", he said. 

| felt even more crushed by his words. Why would he think that? 


"They're not my friends. They hate me, everyone here does and they all think that l'm weird" 


Dead stayed silent for a while. He looked at me with an understanding face, as if | had just described his own 


life. 


"Well, fuck them", he answered, "You shouldn't care about some stupid normal people," then he tore the card 


to pieces and threw it in the bin. 

| felt a sudden wave of relief. 

"So, do you really have to go?", | asked, hoping he would say no. 

"Well. | do have some spare time.. why?", he said. 

| was wondering if you'd like to hang out a little bit", | said. 

My mood went from a O to a 10. So he didn't really have to go.. he DID wanna see ME! 


"Sure", he replied, "but we have to go to the shop soon Sadly, | promised Euronymous to help him with some 


stuff" 


Bad Timing 
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Me and Dead spent about two hours, maybe more, walking around the streets of Oslo, laughing, talking about 
so many things and sharing stories of our lives, that | didn't notice how the time went by and it was time for 
us to go to the shop. | was having such a great time with him, | felt like | was slowly melting his emotionless 
mask and | think that he actually felt comfortable sharing with me. Although you can never be sure with a 
guy like him. He was quite an odd fellow. He didn't hide his fascination with death and most of his interests 
revolved around it in one way or another. | couldn't hide that it was really interesting to me as well, but | felt 


a bit worried for him at times. 

We reached our destination and walked inside just to face the confused looks of absolutely everyone in there, 
especially Fenriz They all stopped doing what they were doing and looked at us as we went in and closed the 
door behind us. 

"What the hell?!", Euronymous exclaimed. 


"She's going to help, too", Dead answered calmly. 


"No, she is not. What the hell are you thinking?! This is my shop and I'm the only one who can bring whores in 


here.", Euronymous shouted, 
"Don't fucking talk like that," Dead answered, but managed to keep a semi-quiet tone. 


"IIl talk however | fucking want to! It's my fucking shop. Can you all just stop dragging around that fangirl chick 


everywhere?!" 


| didn't know what to say. They obviously didn't like me. Why did | agree to come in the first place? The only 
thing that made me feel better was that Dead was actually standing up for me. 


Then suddenly Fenriz joined in on the conversation: 

"Well, | brought her in first, so I'll just take her out. | helped a lot today, so I'll let you guys do your band 
stuff." 

Wait.. What?! 


Fine, Fenriz", Euronymous agreed to the offer, "take her somewhere and leave her there or whatever. Dead, 


you're going to stay and help me with the renovations.” 


| looked at Dead, but his face was blank and he wasn't even looking in my direction. | still hadn't quite learned to 


look through his emotionless mask 

Then he quickly went inside, not even bothering to say goodbye to me.. 

Was he that vulnerable? Did he rely that much on the others, that he was willing to ignore me completely just 
because of their remarks? | guess | was just imagining things.. Who was |, after all? A random chick that he 
had just met. Did spending time with me and sharing personal things with me mean nothing to him then, 
though? 


"Come on", Fenriz grabbed my hand and forcefully led me out of the shop. 


Me and Fenriz were walking quietly, each lost in their own thoughts. | didn't really mind his company, although | 
wasn't all that fond of him after what had happened, either. 


It took me a while to realize that we had barely even moved from the shop as we were just walking in circles 


around the street it was on. 

"Don't waste your time on Dead", he suddenly said. 

"Wha.why?" 

"He's making fun of you. He doesn't like girls like you." 

| was really vulnerable at that moment, so | would most likely buy any bullshit that he'd try to sell me. | 
believed him. Dead did seem too emotionless at times and there was no reason for him to be interested in me 
in a personal way. 


"Why are you saying that?" 


‘Its pretty obvious that you're crushing on that weirdo. But believe me, he doesn't give a shit about you. If he 
interacts with you, he just wants to get laid with you. Nothing else" 


Ouch. | really liked Dead, but maybe Fenriz was right. After all, he knew him better than | did. Why would he 
need me for anything more than a one-night stand?! He didn't seem like that kind of guy at all, but then again | 
didn't know much about him and maybe the shy, introverted boy was just another mask of his.. 


We stopped when we reached the shop again. | looked inside, but | only saw moving silhouettes. | wanted to see 


him just for a split second, or maybe more, and | wanted him to tell me that this was not true. 


"Well, why would you care anyway?" 


"Well. you're a great girl. | can see that. | don't agree with Euronymous about you being a poser, a fangirl or 


anything like that. After all, | invited you to the shop in the first place" 


| actually felt better from those words. So there was someone who didn't despise me and think l'm weird. 


Someone actually saw something good in me. 
That was really surprising.. 


"But you didn't catch up to me when | left the shop the other day.. you didn't seem to like me that much, 
either." 


"I try to let people do what they think is best for them. | don't go after people if they dont want my 
presence.. Also, | invited you to the shop to hang out and you went straight to Dead," 


| suddenly imagined how it might have looked from his point of view. It was kind of rude and impolite of me to 
do that.. | didn’t mean to act that way. Fenriz really did stop me, talk to me, invite me to hang out. And he 
actually did come with me now, even though he stated that he doesn't follow people around. All | did was to act 


like a reckless idiot towards him. 

‘I'm sorry", | said, "I didn't realize how it looked until now." 

"Well, it's fine.. It's actually quite rare for someone to bump into a girl like you" 
"What do you mean?" 


"I can tell you're not like the rest. Not just by your looks and the way you express yourself, but you look like 
someone with a rough past. Am | right?" 


He WAS right. | sighed. | brushed the snow off the nearest bench and before | sat on it, Fenriz took his jacket 
off and put it on it. He sat next to me and we just stared off into the distance. 


"Yes, you're right", | resumed the conversation, "I didn't get along with anyone. My family didn't seem to care 
about me, | got bullied in school, even on the graduation day. Someone tried to put poison in my drink After 


that | got into a car accident and nearly died. They saved me, but the driver died, though.’ 
He was the second person in this town who | felt close enough to share such personal information with. | felt 
weird, but also relieved that there were people who actually wanted to listen to me, although Dead didn't show 


much obvious interest. 


"Wow... | had no idea it was that bad.. l'm sorry.. l've had some unpleasant experiences too, but nothing like 


that.. | had an okay childhood, | guess." 


"I did too, at some point. But a lot of things changed with the bad experiences. It changed my way of thinking, 


too 
He told me some stories about his past too, and indeed, not all of them were very pleasant. 

We got so caught up in our deep conversation that | didn't realize how late it already was. 

"Hey, thank you for listening to me", he said, "And thank you even more for sharing," 

| looked at him and smiled, and he smiled back. Suddenly he leaned to me, put his cold hand on my face, which 
made me shiver, and pressed his lips against mine. | was definitely not prepared for this moment and backed 


away, making a confused face. 


"Uhm, look, Fenriz.. you're great and I'm having a really good time.. but you know, | kinda have feelings for 


someone else.." 
"Oh, look at the lovebirds", someone said not far away from us. 
Y 


We turned our heads and saw Euronymous, Dead, Necrobutcher and Hellhammer, who had just closed the shop 
and were carrying some empty boxes. Oh, the bad timing.. 


Chasing Shadows 
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"Disgusting, really", were Euronymous' second words when the four of them approached us. 


| immediately looked at Dead. His face was as always emotionless and he wasn't even looking in our direction. He 
was holding the boxes with his left hand and pretending to fix something inside of them, even though they 


were obviously empty. 


| felt horrible. What happened was an awful misunderstanding and he had to know that. | had to tell him. Things 
were not at all how they looked like! But did he even care? | didn't know that.. 


"Your whore is cheating on you, Deadl", Euronymous interrupted the awkward silence once again, laughing. 


Hellhammer joined in on the laughing, while Necrobutcher just stood still and observed the situation. Me and 
Fenriz were unsure how to react. | felt so many thoughts racing in my head and | didn't know whether to even 


bother answering. 


"We have to be going, ‘twas a long day", Hellhammer finally stated and | made a sigh of relief, until he then 
added "Have fun, lovebirds" 


| watched as he and Euronymous started walking away, laughing and making jokes, while Necrobutcher walked 
by them silently. Dead followed them, but got a little left behind. He was still looking at the boxes, until he 
thrashed them and kicked the bin. 


| saw what happened and instantly got up, leaving Fenriz alone at the bench, and started walking after Dead. 
"Hey, Noora, wait", Fenriz exclaimed, trying to follow me. 


| stopped, 
"No, Fenriz, don't come after me, please. Just forget that this happened." 


| couldn't see what he was doing as | turned around again. | started running, because Dead was already a bit 
far away. | only saw him as a shadow-like figure. It was cold, dark, snowy and | almost tripped over a few 
times, but | finally reached him and grabbed his hand. Then | felt awkward and let his hand go, as | didn't want 
to turn this into a scene from a melodramatic movie. 


He stopped and looked at me, making a confused face. 


"Where's Fenriz?", | didn't know whether that was meant to be an ironical question, but he seemed a bit more 


confused than mad. He looked around, as if trying to see where Fenriz had gone. 
"| dont know." 

"You left him alone?" 

"| wanted to catch up to you" 

"Why?" 

| sighed 

"There is nothing between me and Fenriz. He kissed me randomly, out of nowhere, | didn't know how fo react, 
and then you guys came out" 

| could swear that | made him feel better, but maybe it was just my imagination 
"Why are you telling me this?" 

‘Um. 


"That's your business. I'm happy for you guys" 


Well, those words got to me real bad.. Was he just trying to hide his interest in me? | saw him kick that trash 
bin! 


"No, seriously, Per, there is nothing to be happy about. Me and him are not together and we will never be." 
"Well, that sucks." 
"Uh, sure.. So, why'd you hit that poor bin back there?" 


He stayed silent for a couple of seconds, 


| had a rough day." 
"What happened?" 
"Euronymous is a dick" 
"Do you wanna tell me?" 


"No, not really. I'm tired. | want to go and rest” 


"Well, do you want to meet again tomorrow?", | didn't know where all that courage came from, but those 


words just came out of my mouth. 


He looked straight in my eyes. He didn't do that a lot, | felt like he didn't feel comfortable looking at people's 
eyes for a long time. But every time he did, | felt like | could actually read some of his emotions. He really did 


look tired, but | also saw a lot of sadness in them. 

‘lm not sure", he answered, "| might be busy at the shop." 

‘Oh, well, okay...” 

Yeah, | had just lost any mere chance of him ever being mine. How "great". | understood him, though. After 
what happened why would he want to spend time with me? Although | don't think he had that much of a 
reason to be mad at me. He didn't show any signs of having an interest in me, and if he ever did, he tried to 
hide it. He gave me mixed signals, so at the end, what was the use of it all? We barely know eachother. All of 


this was happening WAY too fast for my mind to comprehend it. 


"Well, okay, I'll be leaving now. Have a good rest", 


| said, then turned around and started walking. 


| felt empty inside. | didn't know how | got into all of this mess. Maybe it was better for me to be alone and 
not interact with anyone. What good has this brought me until now? 


"Wait," | suddenly heard behind me. 


| turned around, 
"Yes?" 


"| do have some time tomorrow. | can meet you after your arts class, if you want." 


Rivalry 
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| couldn't wait for the class to end. 


| kept looking at the clock, my whole body was shaking and | felt my heart beat really fast. | couldn't draw 
anything. Not only because my hands were shaking, but | also kept erasing every single line off the paper, | 
couldn't concentrate at all. | hadn't eaten anything all day and | hadn't slept the night, | was basically alive 


because of coffee and feelings. 


The only thing that made this experience a bit better was that one of my "favourite" classmates didn't make 
it today and the other one had no one to annoy me with. She just kept quiet. Also, something else seemed a bit 
off about her that day - she was dressed in all-black. Katherine in all-black?! No fluffy pink sweaters or high 
heels? Something was definitely not right, but | didn't really care to give it that much attention. 


When it was finally time to leave, the teacher called me to talk to her about something. | usually wouldn't mind 
staying a bit after class, but | really didn’t want to keep him waiting. | wanted to talk to him, that's all | could 
think about since last night. | was imagining conversations in my head and | thought | was finally ready to talk 
to him openly, tell him how | feel and explain to him that me and Fenriz were nothing but friends. | hoped with 
all my heart that he wouldn't reject me. But whatever would happen, at least now he would know. | had no idea 
how | managed to fall for him that hard, really. | knew that all of this sounded too crazy. Yes, | barely knew 
the guy, but | already remembered everything that he had ever told me about himself and | analized his 
words so carefully. It was insane. | didn't want to be a creep, nor freak him out, | just felt the need to be 


around him. Was it too early? Things were happening TOO goddamn fast.. 


"Noora, is everything alright?" the teacher waited for everyone to go outside and asked me. She seemed very 


worried. 

"Uhm. yes.. yes it is, why?" 

"Well, you didn't draw anything today. And you don't look very well." 

Oh, yeah, sorry.. | just didn't sleep well tonight. I'll draw the assignment at home." 
‘It's okay, l'm just worried for you." 


"Thank you, | will be fine, really" 


"You should get some rest" 
"Well, its saturday tomorrow, so | will, don't worry: 
"If there's anything you need, you know | am here" 
"Thank you.. really, | smiled a bit forcibly. 


It was really nice of her to ask. Even though | was most likely a weirdo in her eyes as well, she was never 
indifferent towards any of her students. She knew my situation since | arrived in town and she has offered to 
help me before with things like lending some money, but | never agreed. | was the one who had to pay her for 
the lessons, not take money from her.. She saw things worse than they actually were, | guess. | had a job back 
in Iceland for a while after | graduated and my parents gave me some money before | left, so | was managing 
to survive somehow for now. But of course, | had to consider getting a job soon enough. Except for paying for 
the lessons and for the apartment rent, all | had money for was coffee, eggs and instant noodles. | would most 


likely die soon if | went on with that diet. 

Lost in thoughts, | headed to the staircase. | saw my reflection in one of the windows and indeed, | did look 
really bad. | had bags under my eyes and my tragic attempt at doing my make up was not making the situation 
any better. | tried to fix my hair up a bit, at least it didn't look that bad. | was already a bit late, so | looked 
out of the window to see if he had arrived, and even though | was not blessed with the best eyesight, | saw 
him at first glance. But he was not alone. He was talking to someone. | couldn't see who it was from far, 


though. | felt so nervous that | thought | would throw up. 


| rushed out of the building really quickly, running towards him and then recognising the person he was with. It 


was my dear classmate dressed in black 

"Hey, I'm sorry I'm late", | mumbled. 

| felt like asking what the hell she was doing there, but | felt really happy to finally see him and tried to ignore 
her presence. He looked at me and | smiled at him. Once again he was poker face, but | was pretty used to that 
by then. 

"IFs fine", he said, "What's wrong with you?" 

"Me? Why would anything be wrong with me?" 

"You look.. tired" 


Did | really look that bad? | sighed, 


"She always looks like that", Katherine suddenly joined in on our conversation, laughing, "It's just even worse 


today, for some reason" 
| felt the sudden need to punch her in the face, but I tried to ignore her in every way possible. 
"No, actually, she's usually cheerful’, Dead told her. 

"Never seen her like that", she answered 


"Okay, you know, whatever. Can we just get going somewhere, please?", | really couldn't stand all of this 


anymore. 
"Well, Katherine offered us free coffee at her cafe.", he exclaimed. 
What. 

"| don't really want to.." 


"But you promised, Pelle", she saw my disagreement and quickly made an annoying puppy face, speaking with a 


fake "nice" voice and | felt the need to punch her even more. 


He had PROMISED her? When did he manage to? Why was she talking to him like that? How close did they get 
for freaking ID minutes? Then | told myself that | was never going to be late for a date ever again in my 
entire life. 


"Come on, Noora, we'll just stay a bit and then go somewhere else", Dead seemed really fond of that idea for 


some reason. 


"Yeah, Noora" Katherine continued with her fake, annoying "nice" voice, "I never invite people just like that for 


FREE coffee. Feel flattered!" 


| sighed. | didn't want to disappoint him. | tried to think of the positive sides of this whole idea. First off, she 
wasn't going to sit with us because she was going to be at work Second, it was going to be warm and | was 


already freezing to death outside. Oh, and free coffee. You don't get that every day. 


Fine", | said, to the surprise of both of them. It seemed like she didn't expect that answer at all. | really didn't 
know what joy it brought her to irritate me so much. She didn't even know me, she had never spoken to me 
normally - she was always using irony or mocking me, all because | dressed weirdly in her eyes and wasn't a 
mainstream fashion diva. 


The cafe wasn't that far away, although the walk seemed long enough, because | had to listen to Katherine's 
constant bragging about how much money her father had and how many bars, cafes and estates their family 
owned across the country. Everything went even more downhill when they talked about how she had offered 


Dead a place for his band to play in. 


Was that why he wanted to hang out with her so much? He didn't seem like that kind of guy, but | guess it 


was a good offer that he couldn't miss. 
| stayed silent through the whole thing and tried to keep calm. 


She acted so clingy towards him that it was disgusting. She kept trying to hold his hand, suck up to him and 
even made a few sexual jokes. | would never act like that with a guy | barely know. And | didn't understand how 


she could like him. He was not her type AT ALL. 


But | guess she really did, because how much of a bitch do you have to be to go this far just to annoy some 
random girl from your class? | don't think that even she was capeable of that. She really had fallen for him. 
But when you think about it, it wasn't all that surprising. Putting aside his odd interests, depression and very 
dark sense of humor, which she didn't even know about yet, Dead was a really handsome guy. Tall, blonde hair, 
great smile. And he was really shy, something that was also very attractive. Also, he didn't answer to her 
flirting, which automatically made her want him even more. 


We went into the cafe. It looked like a luxorious place and the coffee was probably far from cheap. She told 
her colleque to make two coffees and then got us a table for two (thank lord). 


She waited for our coffee to arrive and | had to listen to five more minutes of her blabbing, when she finally 
said, 

"Well | have to be going to work now. Thank you for coming, Pelle, I'm really glad and | hope you like it here. Call 
me when you decide about the concert" 


“Sure, thank you once again for everything! Are you sure you don't want me to pay the bill, though?..” 


"Hl kill you if you doll Coffee's on the place, don't even worry about that", she kissed him on the cheek, which 
made me cringe real hard, but its not like | could say or do anything about that. He wasn't mine, | had to put 
up with all of this and not let her see how jealous | was. Then she shook my hand, waved to us and left to the 


2nd floor to work. 


We were finally left alone. 

"So, you like her?", was the first thing | asked. | don't know why | asked that, though. | wanted to talk to him 
about completely different things, but | guess 

| couldn't hold it in anymore. 

"Well, sure, she seems like an okay person 


"No, | mean, do you LIKE her?" 


"What? Haha, why would you think that?" 


"Cause she obviously likes you" 

He laughed, which made me feel a little bit uncomfortable, and then said, 

"Why would she like me? No, no, we just talked a bit while | was waiting for you." 
"She obviously does, do you not get hints?" 

"Well, | don't know, really. I'm not really into girls like her. She just." 

"She offered you a place for your band to play" 

"Yes, the guys will like that idea. But I'll have Euronymous call her if he decides to" 


| made a loud sigh of relief, which he obviously noticed, but | decided that | was not going to hide any of my 


feelings anymore. 
"Why are you that negative towards her, though?", he asked me. 
"Per, | told you that she doesn't like me.. she mocks me all the time and." 


"Actually, the only reason | talked to her in the first place was because she came up to me and told me that 


she was worried for you today and." 
"Yeah yeah, load of bull’, | interrupted him. 

"Well, | don't know if it is, really. Are you sure you're not overreacting?" 

"Yes, lm sure, Per." 

"Okay. Then l'm sorry if any of this upset you" 

He was so cute. He actually apologized to me for doing absolutely nothing. | instantly felt better and calmed 
down The place was actually really warm and cosy. We talked about a lot of things. For two antisocial 
introverts, we could actually talk about pretty much anything 

"Im going to have to go home soon A friend is coming to town and staying for a while at our place” 

"Aw, okay. 


"Do you want to come meet him? He's a musician, too." 


"Really?" 


"Yeah, ever heard of Old Funeral?" 
"No, | don't think so" 

"What about Burzum?" 

That rang a bell 


"Ohhh, that's the dude with his own black metal project! The one that does vocals, guitars, drums and.. well, 
pretty much everything.” 


"Yeah, Varg. He's coming to visit us." 
‘Oh, that's really cool" 
"Do you want to come?" 


| nodded immediately. Not only was | going to see where the Mayhem guys lived and rehearsed, but | was also 


going to meet the Burzum dude. | had heard he was a very talented musician, 
"But | don't think Euronymous will be very happy to see me at your place," | laughed. 
"He'll live through it. Come on, let's go" 


Dead took out some money and left it at the table. | looked at him, making a confused face and he said, 
"She said she was going to kill me if | payed. | don't really mina’ 


Getting Closer 


Author's Notes: 
This is purely fiction, | don't know or own any of the people/bands/labels. No disrespect is meant towards any 
of the mentioned living (or Dead :P) personas. 


Mayhem lived in Krakstad, an old house in the woods near Oslo. It looked like the perfect place for a band to 


live and rehearse in A quiet place near the forest that no one can disturb them in 


"You're late, Dead", Euronymous said when Dead walked through the door, and then when | came in after him, 


he added "What the fuck?!" 


| knew that something like this was going to happen, but | was unsure of how to react. | just waved at him and 


the other guys. They were all dressed and ready to go out somewhere. 


"We're going to go wait for Varg at the train station and drive him here. You prepare some shit, | don't know, 


buy some beers.", Necrobutcher said. 


"And the bitch better be gone when we arrive", Euronymous added, "Fuck her or whatever you're gonna do and 


then kick her out. | don't want my friend to think this is a whorehouse and.." 


"His train is late, so we'll be home in an hour, possibly two", Necrobutcher interrupted him with an irritated 


voice, obviously trying to avoid any fights that could start, "Fenriz will come at some point, too" 

Dead just nodded, waited for them to go out and closed the door behind them. 

The house was pretty old and it wasn't very big, but it looked comfy. They had a little kitchen, a living room, a 
bathroom and a place where they stored their instruments. There was also a wooden staircase, leading to the 
second floor, probably where their own rooms were. 


“Come on," Dead told me and started climbing up the stairs. | followed him. 


His room was the last room on the floor. When we walked in, | felt a cold breeze. The window was opened and it 


was like a freezer in there. 
Its really cold," | said 
‘Sorry, | wanted to get rid of the smell", he answered and went to close the window. 


| laughed, because | thought he was joking. Then he explained to me that he had found a dead crow in the 
woods and brought it home, but had to throw it away. 


| didn't really know how to feel about that, but somehow | wasn't all that surprised. | looked around his room. 
He had drawings all over it. There were mainly castles, graveyards, bats and dead trees. There were also a few 
band logos - "Venom", 

"Bathory", "Sodom" and the "Mayhem" one, of course. He also had posters of some bands like Black Sabbath, 
Iron Maiden, Mercyful Fate. On his desk there were a lot of comic books - Marvel's "Dracula" and also some 
envelopes and post stamps. He seemed to spend a lot of his time writing letters. 


"Uhm, sit wherever you feel comfortable", he said, looking a bit worried. 


| sat on his bed, still looking around his room. | was still very cold and | was shivering, trying to warm myself 


up with my hands. 
"Here, put this on’, he took a hoodie out of his wardrobe and threw it to me. 


| put it on. It was black and had the "Napalm Death" logo on it. It was even more oversized than the ones | was 


used to wearing, but it was very comfortable. 


"Thanks", | smiled at him, but he was too busy trying to tidy things up a bit. He seemed really worried for 


some reason, so | added "Hey, you don't have to clean the room up, it's okay" 

He stopped, making a relieved face, and set next to me. | was still trying to warm myself up. | felt like he was 
too shy to come close to me for some reason and felt a bit awkward. In that moment | was absolutely sure 
that Fenriz was lying about him only wanting to sleep with me. He was such an odd, shy guy and | actually 
found that to be really cute. 

"Is there anything wrong?", | asked him. 

"Uh... | don't know. | just don't feel okay here" 

"Um, do you want us to go downstairs, maybe we can go to the shop to get the beers?" 

"No, no, | mean here. In Norway.", he rested his head on the pillow and stared off into the ceiling. 


"W-why's that?" 


| miss Sweden, to be honest", he never told me that much about his home country, "My family, friends and 


my old band, Morbid" 
"Actually, why'd you guys break up? You never told me.. 


"We had different ideas, a different perception on things. | felt like the band wasn't going anywhere, so | 


contacted Jorn" 


"Do you regret that?" 


"| don't know. | prefer the vibe that Mayhem has, because it suits me better. Also, Jorn is a good friend, he 
probably is my only friend here. But our band doesn't seem to be very successful either. Oystein keeps talking 


about how rich we're going to get, but we barely have any money for food" 
"You two don't get along much, do you?" 


"Who gets along with Euronymous?! He's a dick to everyone. He's "the best", "the king of black metal". We're 
just extras to him. One time he played synth music and | fucking hated it. | went to sleep outside in the woods 
and he went out with a shotgun to shoot in the air, so | couldn't sleep there either." 


Somehow | wasn't surprised by that story. | felt sorry for him. He has told me a little bit about his childhood 
and it wasn't the most pleasant one. He got bullied in school and once he got his spleen ruptured, lost a lot of 
blood and was clinically dead for a while, hence his fascination with death. | understood how he felt, because | 
also had a near death experience and we talked a lot about that. He talked all the time about how he saw lights 
and tunnels, trying to figure out what they meant. All of that was horrible, but | felt like he didn't have it 


much easier here. He didn't seem happy at all. 


"Sometimes," he continued, "| feel like | should drop all of this and go back to Sweden My father sent me a 


catalogue for an arts college." 
"That's actually a great ideal But what about your music carreer?" 


| can always go back to Morbid. With some time, our ideas might work out. We actually planned to do a little 


reunion, but it never happened." 


| was surprised. For once he was actually talking about his future in a positive way. Maybe this was going to 


change his life? Getting away from Euronymous might actually be his "happy place". 


"Hey, are you still cold?", he noticed that | was still shivering and came closer to me, wrapping his arms around 


me. 


This was probably the most intimate moment that | ever had with him up until now. | hugged him and rested 
my head on his shoulder. | felt so strange. | never had feelings like that for anyone before. I've dated some 
guys before in my life, but | never felt that urge to get closer to someone, | never felt so happy just by 
being hugged by someone. | wasn't even sure that he feels the same way about me, everything was happening 
way too fast and maybe it was too early to make a step forward.. | kept thinking to myself "Maybe | should do 
something? Maybe | should ask him? But what if he rejects me?" | didn't want to ruin the moment.. 


| looked up at him, as if | was expecting to read the answer in his eyes. He looked at me too.. 


Suddenly, someone knocked at his bedroom door. We both jumped up, a bit shocked. 


"Yes", Dead called. 


Fenriz went in, holding a few bottles of beer. He had snow all over his jacket and his face was red from the 


cold. Then he noticed me and made a confused, a bit angry face. 


‘Oh, sorry", he said, "Necrobutcher told me you're gonna be home, Dead. | went to the shop, so you don't have 


to worry about that." 
"Fine", Dead answered. 


Let's go prepare some stuff", Fenriz offered. He was obviously irritated by the fact that | was in Dead's room 
and he most certainly didn't want to leave me alone with him again. 


Tipsy Thoughts 


Author's Notes: 
This is purely fiction, | don't know or own any of the people/bands/labels. No disrespect is meant towards any 
of the mentioned living (or Dead :P) personas. 


Me, Fenriz and Dead waited for the others to arrive in total silence. We were sitting at the table, Fenriz was 
drinking beer, | was making some sandwiches and Dead was scribbling something in his notebook | looked at 
what it was. There was some kind of demonic creature. There was also something written, but | couldn't see 


what it was. 
"Whatcha doin'?", | asked. 


He looked up and gave me the notebook. | looked at the text. "Pagan Fears", it said, with big letters at the top. 


"The past is alive, the past is alive.. Some memories will never go away. Ant they will forever be here" 
"New lyrics?", | asked, giving him the notebook back 


He nodded: 

"It's a strange idea that I've walked around with ‘til | had to write it down. You know how time itself exists and 
is eternal? Well, the idea is that the past isn't dying and remains in some faded reality. So, the people will not 
die out, but they will remain in the past, which is actually not dying and they will haunt people in the future, 


pop up in their minds. They realize they remain forever. | hope this makes sense" 


Fenriz raised an eyebrow. | was fascinated, though. | thought that that's actually genius. His lyrics were always 


so dark and meaningful and this was probably my favorite idea up until now. 

The door opened and the four guys walked in They were vividly discussing something, but they stopped once 
they all came in and closed the door. 

"Hey, Fenriz, Per", the fourth guy said. There he was, Varg Vikernes, the Burzum mastermind. "And who's the 
lady?" 

"Oh that's just Fenriz and Dead's girlfriend’, Hellhammer laughed. 


Euronymous didn't seem too fond of the fact that | was still there, but | guess he didn't want to start up a 
fight in front of his friend. He also laughed. 


"She's my friend’, Dead said. 


"I see", Varg answered, "I'm Varg, nice to meet you" 


"Noora." 


The next few hours went by real fast. We talked a lot, chugging down the beers. There was also some wine. | 
usually didn't drink and neither did any of the guys, for that matter. They didn't really like alcohol, especially 
Euronymous and Varg. But Varg, who said that he prefers non alcoholic beer, was drinking more than anyone 
else. | guess there was an occasion, so it was okay. By the end, we got a bit tipsy, though. | realized that it 
was getting really late. 


"Hey, Per, it's kinda late now.. | should be going", | said quietly to Dead, while the others were laughing about 
some subject that | had lost the track of. 


"No, no, its almost 2 AM.. I'm not letting you go all the way home by yourself, especially after you've been 
drinking" 


That was really sweet of him to say. 
"Then what do you suggest?" 
"You can stay here" 


Fenriz overheard our conversation and added, 


"You can stay in the room l'm sleeping in upstairs. There is enough space" 


| didn't know how to answer to that. | obviously wanted to stay with Dead, but he hadn't offered that to me. It 
would probably be a bit weird if | offered it, so | just stayed silent. 


Dead seemed a bit unhappy by the turnout of the events, but didn't say anything until about an hour later 
when we all decided that it was better if we go to sleep. 


We stood up from the table. All of us were feeling a bit drunk, but not enough to not be able to walk or talk. 
Euronymous went to show Varg where he was going to sleep, while Necrobutcher and Hellhammer went to 


their rooms. 


"Hey, are you sure you wanna go in Fenriz room?", that's when Dead finally renewed the topic of where | was 


going to sleep. 
"Do | have another choice?" 


"Well, you can stay with me, if you want to." 


My whole body was filled with excitement and | felt as if my heart was going to explode. OF course | wanted to 
stay with him.. 


"Yes, sure", | said. 


Fenriz heard our conversation, but didn't say anything. He didn't even wish us a good night and we heard as he 


went into his room and slammed the door closed. | felt a bit bad for him, but what could | possibly do? 
Me and Dead also went upstairs. Both of us weren't feeling very well and we agreed to never drink again. 
We went into his room. We didn't change as it was still really cold there. We just went straight up to bed. 
The only thing that was lighting up the place was the full moon outside. 


His bed wasn't really comfortable for two people, but we managed to fit in somehow. | lied next to him, his 
back was turned against me and our bodies barely touched. | guess this was awkward for him. | couldn't sleep, 
though. A flow of thoughts filled my tipsy head. | looked at him. What if we had sex now? It was the perfect 
occasion. Or maybe not? We were both a bit drunk, chances were he would regret it in the morning. But | 
definitely wouldn't. | wasn’t the type to have sex so early or outside of a relationship, but this was something 
completely different. | was experiencing feelings that | had never in my life felt before. 


| didn't want to turn this into a “friends with benefits" kind of thing either, though. | wasn't into that. Especially 
not with him. | actually liked him a lot. | wanted this to turn out to be something more. | wanted to have sex 
with him whenever we wanted, not just freakin’ rape him while we were drunk. But how was that going to 
happen? He was such a mysterious soul. Every time he gave me a hint, a few seconds later everything got 


torn to shreds. 
"Hey, Per, are you sleeping?" 

"Hmm? No." 

"Why did you turn your back on me?" 


That was a stupid thing to ask, but can you blame my drunk, big mouth? It probably sounded too clingy or 
demanding. Nevertheless, he turned around, facing me, but didn't say anything. 


| got a bit closer to him and hugged him. He hugged me back, but | still felt as if he was trying to avoid any 
further intimacy that could have happened. 
| was really confused. Normally, a guy would most likely take advantage of a situation like this. | was drunk, at 


his home, in his own goddamn bed. But nope, he was even avoiding eye contact. 


| didn't want to necesserily have sex with him NOW. | just wanted a mere hint of what he felt towards me. | 


could settle for just a few words even. Those feelings were so weird and unusual, | have never felt that way 


before. 

"What's wrong?", he apparently saw that | couldn't close my eyes and fall asleep. 
"| can't sleep" 

"Why not?" 

"| can't stop thinking" 

"About what?" 

"About you" 


He looked like he wasn't expecting that answer at all. | normally wouldn't have said something like that, | guess. 


It sounded a bit cheesy. But was it a lie? Nope. 


| saw him blink very fast with the corner of my eye. | tried to face him, but he avoided direct eye contact 


with me and just stared through me into the wall. 
"You're so drunk", he then said with a bit of a smirk. 
What. Apparently this was hopeless. 

"l'm not drunk, Per.." 

"You obviously are" 

"Oh, forget it." 


| turned my back on him, facing the wall and closed my eyes. There was no reaction from him whatsoever, so | 


didn't want to bother him anymore. | just tried to fall asleep and eventually | did. 


December Moon 


Author's Notes: 
This is purely fiction, | don't know or own any of the people/bands/labels. No disrespect is meant towards any 


of the mentioned living (or Dead) personas. 


It was December. The past few weeks went by pretty boring. | didn't do anything apart from drawing in my 
classes and hanging out with Fenriz from time to time. | refused to go anywhere near to the shop, nor their 


place, though, because | didn't want to see or have anything to do with Dead. 


It was enough for me that every single place and thing kept reminding me of him, | felt like | couldn't even 
listen to my favorite music anymore, because he liked the same stuff. Too bad that there was pretty much 


no other music in the world that had the same meaning to me. 


| felt a bit bad for Fenriz too, though. It was pretty obvious that | had friendzoned him and he was always 
trying to get out of there, but | didn't feel anything for him so | didn't want to give him any false hopes 


intentionally. lm not like some people. 


From what | had heard from him, Dead was also aware that we hang out together, but he didn't know that 
there was nothing between us. He had also asked how | was a few times, but | told Fenriz to not give him any 


information about me, whether it be true or false. | wanted him to be clueless. 


Of course, | couldn't help myself but ask Fenriz about Dead from time to time, but not too much so it wouldn't 
be too obvious that I'm still really depressed about how things turned out between us. Fenriz probably thought 
that | was long over him and that's why he was desperately trying to get into some sort of relationship with 


me. 


| felt like all of this was really childish, but | knew that if | saw Dead again at this point, | would probably break 


down. | just wanted to know if he was okay, because | was worried for him as he was not all that mentally 


stable either. 


One day when me and Fenriz hung out, he told me about some opening party that they would be doing at the 
shop in a few days. | was really happy for them. Euronymous was actually finally going to open it, promote his 


label even more and the guys might finally start earning more money. 


| didn't really want to go as | knew who else was going to be there, but | had no choice. Fenriz was my friend 
and | knew how hard he worked on that shop and that it was the only reason for him to stay in this town. The 
thought of him leaving in probably less than a month really hurt me, as | would once again be all alone here, 


but | promised to go visit him at some point, maybe even for a couple of weeks. 


The next days went by as boring as they possibly could and | didn't even notice when the day of the opening 


came. 


| looked at myself in the mirror. | looked like a gothic chick more than ever and | was unsure of whether this 
was the best idea | had a corset on, long combat boots, fishnet tights and ripped, tight black jeans over them. 
| thought for a long time of whether to wear one of my only dresses or skirts, but | would look like a gothic 
chick at a cocktail party, so | thought this was maybe a bit of a better choice. | put dark make-up on and left 


my hair down. 


It was surprisingly warm and snow-lacking for a December day in Norway, so | figured | wouldn't die from 
being cold At least today, though. | had read that the snow was going to return with a heavy flow right on 
the next day. 


This was probably the most time | had ever spent on dressing up and | felt as girly as | ever have. | was even 
late because of it. 


But that was not the only reason for me being late. | kept overthinking and | was unsure if | should even go 
there. The thought of having to see Dead was tearing me apart, but it's not like | had any other choice. 


As | reached the shop, | was really surprised when | saw way more people than | would have imagined. | 
expected there to be only a closed circle of friends, as Euronymous didn't like to have "posers" anywhere near 
him or his property, but | guess he had invited a lot of members of bands he liked and considered "true". | 
heard a few guys speak swedish and saw a few familiar faces that | could swear | had seen before in some 


underground magazine interviews, so | figured that | was right about that. 


| went to the basement and saw Fenriz. He was already a bit tipsy and looked really happy to see me, but we 
didn't exchange many words as some guys were always pulling him to take pics and tell stories. | figured that | 
should let him see his friends as he obviously hasn't in a while and he was not obligated to give me attention 
the whole time. 


| also saw Necrobutcher, Euronymous and Hellhammer and talked to them a bit. Euronymous seemed too 
worried about his guests to make a remark about what | was doing there and even acted nice towards me, 
which was something new. 


Dead was nowhere to be seen though. 


"Hey, I'm sorry, I'll be right back. Go get some beer and have funl", Fenriz told me for probably the third time 


since | arrived. 


| just nodded and went to get myself something to drink | got a bottle of wine and moved it next to me, sat 


alone at the sofa, poured my self half a glass and looked around. There were TOO many people in there, more 


than | felt comfortable around. The shop looked much better than | remembered, though. The guys definitely 
worked a lot on it the past weeks. It had that dark atmosphere, with "creepy" decorations. They even had 
torches there. Fenriz told me that Euronymous' original idea was to have no lights at all there and in order to 


see the records, the visitors had to use torches. But he eventually decided to get a lamp as well. 
| sat silently, still looking around and drinking all on my own. Fenriz was nowhere to be seen, neither the guys 
from Mayhem or even Varg, so | was really bored and decided that | might as well get drunk on my own. | was 


chugging wine down glass by glass, when | decided that | might as well just drink right from the bottle. Then | 


saw someone sit next to me. 

"Hey baby, why are you alone?" 

| looked at my new "companion" and saw a dude that | had never met before. 
| just shrugged, thinking "Pleaseleavemealone" multiple times. 

"l'Il keep you company", he made a selfish grimace. 


Bad karma, | guess. | was already too drunk to give it that much thought, though. And bored enough to talk to 


random strangers. 


He poured himself some whiskey and started talking about his very brutal and satanic band and life 
achievements and bla bla. Not long into our "conversation", | felt how the dude put his hand on my leg and 
started sliding it up slowly. The alcohol made me really horny, but | still knew what | was doing. Before | 
managed to say anything | heard: 


"Hey, what the fuck are you doing?" 

The guy looked clueless and quickly moved his hand away as Dead approached us. | had never to that day seen 
him that angry. | managed to focus my eyes on him. He had a bottle of some swedish vodka in his left hand 
and | saw that he was holding a pocket knife with his right hand in his right pocket. | knew how crazy he was 
and what he was able to do, also he looked drunk out of his mind, almost as much as me and the dude. 

"Man, sorry, | didn't know she was with you", the dude looked really confused. 

"Get. The fuck. Out", Dead shouted | had never seen him like that. Not a sign of his calm, polite voice. 


He then took my hand and led me away from there. Of course | followed him. | was tipsy to a point where | 
felt really energized, | still had control over my actions, but | felt like the whole wine hadn't hit me yet, so 


there was still time for me to get completely drunk. 


| had no idea where we were going, but | was too excited to see him again to even care. He led me through the 


corridor into some very small room in the basement of the shop. It was like a storage room. It was full of 


boxes with cleaning products and other stuff in it, a couple of chairs and a little drawer. There was also a 


window in there. 


He locked the door from the inside and we were in full darkness. The only thing that was lighting up the place 
was the full moon outside of the window. | heard him put his bottle of vodka away on one of the chairs. We 
could hear the music, talks and laughs of the people outside, but we were in full isolation now. | could barely 


see anything and whatever | managed to see was in slow motion. But | didn't feel sick. 


Then | felt him kiss me and | could barely control all of the emotions that my body made me experience. | 
couldn't care less if he was doing that just because he was drunk, | wanted him to be mine and | wanted to 
feel him inside of me. | wanted to see him naked, but not just physically, | wanted to glance into his soul and if 


that wasn't the perfect way, | didn't know what was. 

Then suddenly he stopped. Again?! | tried to focus my eyes on him in the dark to see his expression, but | 
barely saw his face. My drunk subconscious made me remember the last time this happened and | didn't know 
whether to shout at him or to burst into tears. 

"Are you sure you want to do this?", he then asked me. 

"Yesl??", | couldn't believe he was asking me that. 

"You aren't doing this just because you're drunk?" 

"Are you?" 

"No, | swear" 

He raised me and put me on the drawer and | leaned against the wall, feeling him undo my corset and leave 
marks on my whole body. He took my jeans off but left my fishnet thights on, pulling them off just to my 
thigs. Then he went down on me. My whole body was shaking uncontrollably, so | grabbed him and tried to pull 
him to me, as | couldn't wait anymore. | took his hoodie off and he pressed his body against mine. Then | heard 
him make a moan of joy. We were now completely open with eachother, no back thoughts, no holdbacks, no 
masks. | had never seen or heard him let go of his emotions like that. He was inside of me, and | was inside of 


his soul. 


| scratched his back and | knew that his masochistic side was crazy about that and | felt him go even faster 


and faster when | did that. 
| had no control of all these emotions and screamed, not even caring if someone would hear us. 


Then, just as the end of our pleasure was physically visible on my stomach, someone started knocking really 


loudly on the door: 


"WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING?!?! WHO THE FUCK IS IN THERE?? GET THE HELL OUT AND I WILL KILL YOU!" 
Euronymous seemed furious and knocked at the door, threatening to break it. 


"Quick, quick", said Dead, taking out some toilet paper from one of the boxes, cleaning my tummy and then 


throwing my clothes at me, all in a matter of seconds. 
| don't think that | had ever gotten dressed faster than that. 


"What now??" | whispered, terrified from Euronymous' angry shouting, as he started to actually attempt to 


break the door. 


Then Dead grabbed my hand, took one of the chairs and moved it below the window. Then he raised me and 
put me on it and said: 


"GOI!" 


| didn't know whether | would physically manage to get out of there, but | did. | crawled out of the window and 
jumped and moments later | was on the ground. Then | looked up, worried if Dead was going to make it too, as | 


heard: 
"Catch!" 


He then threw the bottle of vodka from the window and | managed to catch it. Then he jumped too, instantly 
grabbing my hand and started running. | swear that | could hear the door getting opened, but we ran down the 


corner just in time. 


| didn't know how much time we spent on running, but it felt like ages. We were running hand in hand through 
the almost empty streets of Oslo and we looked like two freakin’ drunkies with that vodka bottle, but none of 
that really mattered. | suppose it seemed even more weird as Norwegian people probably are not used to 
sights like that, as they aren't that much fond of alcohol. Back in Iceland you can see things like that 


everywhere.. 


We didn't care about the judging and confused looks of anyone that could see us, though. | couldn't help but 
notice how wonderful the city looked at night. Almost empty streets, shimmering lights everywhere. It was 
beautiful. We started running a bit slower and | saw that Dead was looking around too. We even stopped for a 
minute to rest and he showed me the building in front of us. He told me that that was the Oslo City Hall 


Gallery and that some of the art in there was beautiful, even for his taste. 
All the adrenaline made me feel a bit more sober, although | still felt some of the alcohol working. 


We reached some meadow near a forest and literally fell on the ground, breathing heavily. | was so glad that 


there was barely any snow that day, because we would probably have died. 


It was still not a warm summer day though, but from all the adrenaline and alcohol neither of us felt any of 


the cold. 


It took a few moments for us to look at eachother and burst out laughing. This whole situation was so absurd 


and childish that we couldn't help but laugh our asses off at it. 


He layed on his back, literally dying of laughter and | layed on his chest, doing the same. Then he looked at me 


and kissed me, smiling at me. 

He sat down and drank some of the vodka, then gave it to me. | tried it and made a disgusted face. 
"This is awful’, | said, but still made a pretty big gulp. 

"This is one of the only things | ever drink.", he said. 

"| thought we said we were never going to drink again’ 


‘Its okay.. on different occasions..", he laughed, "No, really. You know that | hate to drink. It's a very rare 


occasion" 


| was having so much fun with him. We spent the next hour or so just talking and staring at the full 
December moon. We talked about nearly everything. Mainly about afterlife.. that was his favorite subject, it 


seemed. 
"When | die, | wanna go to Transylvania with you", he then told me, smiling. 
| didn't really know how to react to that. | knew he had some really crazy ideas, but | hoped that he didn't 


mean we were going there any time soon! My life was perfect right now. But was it going to stay like that for 


long? 


Plans 
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| woke up with a severe headache and looked around. | found myself alone in Dead's bed. | had no idea how | got 
there, | barely had any memories from a certain point of time last night. Everything was so messed up in my 
head that | had no idea what was happening and | was really confused about what | was doing in Mayhem's 


place. 


| sat and instantly felt dizzy. | put my hand on my head to try and focus the room in front of me as | could 
barely see anything. Then | heard the door open 


"How are you feeling?", Dead entered the room 

"Im a bit dizzy. How did | get here?" 

"Well. you got a bit drunk and fell asleep, so | had to carry you here. It was getting quite cold" 
| looked outside of the window. It was snowing really heavily and looked really cold 

"You carried me all the way here?? How did you manage to?" 


"Hahaha, no, | did get a cab at some point. You even woke up a couple of times, but | guess you don't 


remember that" 


| literally had zero memories of anything after our little "picnik" on the meadow. Everything was crystal clear 
before that moment, though. It seemed like he also remembered everything and didn't regret it or think it was 
some sort of mistake. We were actually together again in the morning. Well wasn't that beautiful? 


He sat next to me and smiled, giving me a cup of water. 


"Euronymous asked where we went last night", he chuckled, "He seems to have forgotten.. or just has no idea 


that it was us there..." 


It was once again as if he read my mind and knew what | was thinking about. | suddenly thought of the whole 
situation and laughed, blushing. The way we jumped out of the window and ran away from the angry 


Euronymous felt like a movie scene inside my head. 


We went down to the kitchen to have breakfast. All the guys were there. Fenriz instantly stood up when he 


saw me and ran towards me. 
"| am so, so, sooo sorry..", he said, ignoring Dead completely. 


It took me a few seconds to even understand what he was apologizing to me about: 
"For what?" 


"For last night, for leaving you alone. You're not mad?" 

"To be honest, no.” 

"Oh... that's a relief. Listen, | wanted to talk to you about something" 

"Well, talk" 

"No, in private..." 

Dead pierced him with an angry look as he took my hand and led me in the living room. 


‘lm sorry, once again", he started, "I didn't want to leave you alone, but | had to greet too many people. And 


then you were gone.. where were you, anyway?" 

"Fenriz, it's fine. You don't have to apologize. | understand", | answered him, ignoring his last question. 
| hope you do." 

nam 


"Well... | will be leaving soon. My job here is done. And.. you promised you would come with me for a week or 


two. Do you still want to?" 


| froze. | had completely forgotten about the fact that Fenriz was leaving and | didn't know how to feel about 
that. | didn't want him to know about what was going on between me and Dead, or at least not at this point, 
because | knew it would cause him a lot of pain. He was with me through all of this mess and was my only 
true friend for a long time. | didn't want to make him sad or disappoint him. | had to go with him. | didn't know 
how Dead would react, but | decided to talk to him and hope he would understand. 


"Yes, | will come. When is that again?" 
He grinned with excitement and hugged me. 


"By the start of the next month. Just for the rest of the holidays, so it will not interfere with your art 


classes" 
"Okay", | smiled at him, hugging him back. 


| was going to have a break from classes until somewhere in the middle of January, so the only problem was 


how | was going to tell Dead about all of this. 

He then went outside and | came back to the kitchen. | noticed that Dead was looking in our direction the whole 
time and didn't look very happy. He was the only one who was still sitting at the table. | sat next to him and 
poured myself a cup of coffee. 

"What's wrong?" 

"Is there anything between you and Fenriz?" 

"What?? No.. haha, what, are you jealous?", | laughed, finding his reaction adorable. 

"Well. all those hugs.. and stuff.. you do know that he has feelings for you, right?" 

"Yes, I'm aware of that.. but | don't feel the same and he knows that” 

‘| really hope so" 

"Hey, well about that, | wanted to ask you something.” 

"Yeah?" 

"Well. a while ago | promised Fenriz to come with him to his town for a while." 

"So? Just tell him you can't go", he answered quietly, apparently not getting my point. 

"But... | do want to go." 


"What?", his reply sounded a bit sad and confused, but he remained calm. 


"Well... look.. | promised him. And don't forget that he has been with me through a lot lately and | don't want to 


let him down. He is a friend." 
Dead sighed and stayed calm for a minute, staring at the table. 
"Why don't | come with you?", he finally said. 


"Well.. actually, that's not a bad idea. Maybe he won't mind" 


"Yeah, you can ask him" 

"Sure", | smiled. 

That didn't seem like a bad idea. Maybe Fenriz wasn't going to be that fond of Dead also being there, but at 
least | was going to go and we would spend time together. | couldn't keep my relationship with Dead a secret 
forever anyway. | wanted things between us to work out and | didn't want to give him any reasons to doubt 


me or be jealous. 


We changed the subject and a few minutes into our conversation, Euronymous ran into the room, jumping 
around hyperactively. 


"FINALLY", Euronymous shouted, "FINALLY!!! 
"Finally what?", Dead asked calmly. 


"WE'RE FINALLY GOING ON TOUR!" 


Different Directions 
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The news which Euronymous struck us with brought mixed feelings. | was happy for the guys and for the fact 
that they were finally going on tour and actually achieving their goals, but this meant that | was not going to 


see Dead for the next month or two, and even worse, he was not coming with me to Fenriz! town. 


Nevertheless, we spent the next weeks and New Year's eve together, but the mere thought of Dead leaving 
made me feel really sad and | was quiet and lost in my thoughts almost all of the time. In the back of my mind 
| knew that | should enjoy our time together before they leave, but | couldn't. | was not even going to be with 
him for his birthday! How awful was that? 


Another thing was that we weren't very open to the others about our.. relationship thing. They obviously knew 
that there was something going on (| slept in his room, after all), but we just ignored the subject and | think 
my behaviour got Dead a bit confused to what was going on. But maybe it was for the best if they didn't 


know for now, especially Fenriz 


We did a lot of things during the holidays, though. Dead's father came to see him and | met him and talked to 
him. He seemed like a nice guy and seemed very worried for Dead. He left him some money for food, which 


Dead spent on equipment and preparation for the tour. 


Also, the guys that you would definitely not expect to celebrate Christmas, they actually kind of did. Most of 
them went home to stay with their families and they even got eachother presents, but maybe more of as a 


pagan tradition 


Varg, who had gone home too, sent Mayhem a package as a present. It contained some shotgun ammo for 


Dead. He was very fascinated with the gift. 


And there we were a few days after New Year's - at the train station Each one of us heading in a different 
direction. The Mayhem guys were going to use the train to drag all of their equipment and instruments with 
them, which was going to give them a really hard time, but they didn't have any other option 


Me and Fenriz were leaving, too. Honestly, | didn't want to go at all, but | already promised and had no other 
choice. Also, its not like Euronymous would exactly enjoy it if | decided to go on tour with them. At least | was 


going to be somewhere with a friend and not all alone in Oslo. 


"I will miss you so, so much" | whispered to Dead, while the others were checking their luggage and preparing 


to get into the train 


"| will, too" he said with a calm, almost emotionless-sounding voice, but | knew that he meant it. He was just 


really shitty at expressing his feelings through words. 
| hugged Dead and he hugged me back real tight. As much as | didn't want to let him go, | watched them get 
on the train. | waved at him, holding my tears back. How did | manage to get so obsessed for such a short 


time? | have never been so obsessed with anything, ever. 


Our train arrived shortly after. 


Happy Birthday From Afar 
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Kolbotn was a rice city. The nature was mesmerizing. It had a typical norwegian atmosphere to it - there were 


woods and a river near them and everything was covered in snow. 


Fenriz lived in a small house near those woods. | loved the place, actually. He made sure that | felt as 
comfortable as | could there.. He cooked, brought breakfast to my room, showed me around the city, but 
after a couple of days | stopped going outside with him. He wanted to spend time with his family and friends 
and | was no one to stop him, but | really didn't feel like | should be there with him. | felt out of place. 


His family was barely ever home. I'd only exchanged a couple of words with his parents and for some reason | 
had the strange feeling that they didn't like me very much. They seemed like nice people overall, but his father 
was very much into politics and after he found out that | had barely any interest in them, he did not seem 
very fond of me. They also did not seem to accept the fact that me and Fenriz were just "friends" when | told 
them we were. | guess it seemed pretty obvious that Fenriz’ intentions were much bigger than that. It felt 


awkward being there after a few conversations. 

The next week went by as slowly and boring as it could. | felt like crying almost every day, which when | 
thought about it, seemed really childish. H's not like Per was dead! You know, like, dead dead. | was going to see 
him very soon and hug him again.. | managed to keep calm until the loth of January, Dead's birthday. That's 


when | had a mental breakdown.. 


- What the hell is wrong with you? - Fenriz came into my room, after he supposedly heard me cry like a 


retarded baby. 
| wiped my tears off fast, but that didn't help much. 


"Really, Noora," he continued, "I can see that you're not having a good time here. But | really don't see why you 
cry all the time and you won't share with me? Did anything happen?" 


| went silent for about a minute, then | just couldn't take it anymore. 


"Look, Fenriz, | actually love this town and | love everything you're doing for me, but the problem is that l'm in 


love with someone and Today is his birthday and | really cannot take it anymore... 


"Yeah, | know that" 


"You know what?" 


"Well, l'm not dumb, nor am | blind. Unfortunately, there is no way for us to get in touch with Mayhem at the 


moment. God knows what country they are in now or if they even got to their destination’ 
"Yeah, you're definitely the best at cheering people up..", | stated ironically. 

"Look, Noora, | love having you here, but maybe you should head back to Oslo" 

"Wow, that sounds really harsh." 


It might, but | really can't take it anymore, either. | am literally doing everything to help you get over him, 


and you." 
"Wait, why am | supposed to GET OVER him?" 

"Well isn’t that what you're so upset about? Dead turning you down?" 

"Dead did not turn me down. in fact, we're pretty much together., | spilled it out. 
"Oh. Good for you then." 


"I just miss him and it hurts to know that he is somewhere there, probably surrounded by some fangirls, and 
there is nothing | can do about it. And that is probably the least important thing of all. He is somewhere there 


in a foreign country, with no tour bus and nowhere to sleep and." 


"He is a grown man, for fucks sake. He just turned 22. And it's not like he's alonel", Fenriz already seemed 
pretty angry, so | decided to stop whining to him, as | realized it was only making things worse. | just felt so 
bad that | needed to let it all out, but | guess he was the last person | had to share all of this to. And yet 


still, his reaction wasn't very nice.. 
"Why are you talking to me like that, though?", | asked, calmly. 


Fenriz started laughing ironically and sounded almost as if he had gone mad. That scared me a little bit, to be 


honest, but | didn't say anything else. 


| stayed silent for a while and then slapped my own forehead. | was clearly acting like a fucking idiot. Crying all 
day, letting myself become a victim of depression and anxiety over something so silly, and | just made my best 


friend feel bad for it. 


| tried to hug Fenriz, but he took a step back. Then he went out of the room and slammed the door shut. | 
understood him. My behaviour was as annoying as it could get, but | felt uncontrollable emotions that I've 


never experienced before in my life. | have never dealt with those kind of feelings before, so how was | 
supposed to be able to control them? 


| couldn't take it anymore and decided to go out. | went out of my room, down the stairs through the backdoor 
and to the local shop. It was a five minute walk. The shop was a small wooden building with a nice little lady in 


charge of it. 


| went straight to the shelf with the booze. Yeah, | was going to get drunk. | felt like after | had moved to 


Norway | was slowly turning into a mentally unstable, depressed alcoholic. But whatever. 


| spent most of the money that | had on a bottle of fancy wine and a little chocolate cupcake. | decided that 
this is how | was going to celebrate Dead's birthday from afar. At least maybe it would make me feel a bit 
happier. 


| went back to Fenriz’ place and smuggled the wine into the room | was staying in. | decided | was going to drink 
it all alone. | opened it and stared at it for a while. | smiled a bit, thinking of how silly this whole thing was, as | 
made my first gulp of the wine. 


"Are you out of your fucking mind?", | opened my eyes and saw Fenriz. He was holding the empty bottle of 
wine. Apparently | had gotten pretty wasted and passed out. | was still really drunk when | woke up and | had no 
idea what time of the day it was or how much time has passed. | also had no suitable reaction to what was 


happening. | just laughed. 


Fenriz looked really disappointed, but | didn't feel like | had done anything wrong. So what if | drank a bit. Big deal. 
| looked at his angry, confused face, which was spinning in circles due to me being extremely drunk, and for 
some reason it made me laugh uncontrollably. | laughed like an idiot for almost a straight minute, until he put 
his hand on my mouth. 


"Will you be a little more quiet?" 


| stopped laughing and tried to focus him, but everything was still spinning in circles. | felt really sick so | lied 
back down on the bed and closed my eyes. 


"Noora, my mom went in your room and saw you earlier. She asked me what was wrong with you. She's 
worried and got mad at me for not taking care of our guests. My dad asked me why the hell did | invite a 


mentally unstable alcoholic chick to the house." 


For some reason what he had just said hit me right in the feelings. | usually wouldn't react like that, but my 
drunk mind made things seem really bad inside my head and | started to cry! | started shedding tear after 


tear, which made Fenriz feel really bad, so he tried to calm me down. 


"What the hell. Shhhh, stop, Noora, it's not that bad. | will talk to them and it will all be fine", he said. He 
sounded really guilty. | didn't even know why the hell | was crying! | felt like | was bipolar. My emotions were a 
fucking mess when | got drunk! 


Before | knew what was happening, Fenriz layed down and kissed me. It took me a few seconds to assimilate 
what was happening. | felt disconnected to reality and in the first millisecond | imagined that it was Dead's lips. 
Yes, it was him, | was finally with him again and it was his birthday. 

Then | came to my senses and realized what was actually happening and it felt like something hit me hard on 
the head. 


| pushed Fenriz away. 


"What the hell are you doing???", | felt like | instantly got sober and jumped out of bed. Then | found out that | 


could barely stand on my feet, so | sat back down | stared at Fenriz with the most confused look on my face. 
"| had to shut you up", he said calmly 

"Was that the only way to do it?", | shouted angrily 

"Well, you stopped crying" 

‘Leave me alone, please. Just leave the room" 


| watched him leave and lied back down. | didn't even know what | was feeling. | was too drunk to think about 


what had just happened. | closed my eyes and tried to just fall asleep and forget everything. 


